184                                           The Sunny Hours
gullible, he made a handsome profit from escorting
energetic visitors up the easier pinnacles accessible
from the local valleys. He would shepherd topi-
crowned American spinsters as far as the Zogi-La
Pass, where the thrill engendered by the prospect
of the Tibetan snows lessened the enormity of his
charges and his liberal scale of baksheesh expected.
A lamasery, precariously perched like a swallow's
nest under a frowning scar of dark mountain, was
a sight prone to banish miserliness from men's
minds... Gophira fully realized the power of nature
over the tourists' purse-strings.
Yet, in spite of the profits of past seasons, he
was in a quandary. He was bargaining for a wife.
His hoped-for father-in-law was an astute indivi-
dual who dealt in shawls and objets d*art; he was
known to be invincible in any business matter.
Gophira was a little afraid of him. Nevertheless,
he had approached him at the most favourable
postprandial period when the merchant sat com-
placently smoking his hookah. He had asked him
respectfully for his daughter's hand, only to be
told that a thousand rupees cash was the price.
Aroon, the daughter, was big-bodied and pleasant-
faced in a Romany style ; her dark beauty attracted
the tourist's glance. Gophira's thoughts were
always of her. Secretly he had sent her bunches
of white irises and lily of the valley and cheap
Kashmiri sweetmeats. But a thousand rupees,
he reflected, was an impossible sum for a second-
class guide to expend upon the purchase of a wife,
particularly when the profits of* past seasons were